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God Rest Ye Merry Gentlemen 


Author's Notes: 
Number three of the Christmas fics! This one is for izzyryu, who asked for something strange with Izzy, and 
ended up with Axl too. Heh, whups. 


Izzy awoke to the clanking of chains. 


It didn't particularly startle him, nor did the decidedly solid figure that stood at the foot of his bed. He 
assumed it was all a dream, as any rational adult would do. Why else would Axl Rose be standing in his room 
glaring at him, and wearing a ragged Rolling Stones shirt that was more hole than fabric besides? Izzy sat up 
slowly, blinked a few times. 

Axl rattled the chains that were draped across his arms and shoulders. 


"What do you want?" Izzy's voice was very calm and Axl seemed taken aback. 


"You aren't scared," he stated. His skin was unusually pale, which Izzy put down to the pallid moonlight that 


filtered through the blinds. "Most people are scared when | shake the chains around." 
"Uh huh. How did you get in here?" 


"Tough customer." Axl looked impressed. He reached out, chains clanking softly, and pulled Izzy's desk chair up 
to the foot of the bed. "Okay, no more rattling and glaring." He glanced down at his fingernails, flicked them 
casually, then looked up again. "Sorry, by the way. For waking you up." 


"You didn't answer my question. Did Duff give you a key?" Izzy knew he should never have let Duff have a key 
to his place. It was nice sometimes to come home to Slash in the kitchen making soup - which was all he could 
make, but damn he made it well - and a bundle of blonde on the sofa Not nice enough to endure this, though. 


"No, you don't understand,” Axl protested. "I'm a ghost” 


Izzy stared. There were simply no words. Axl had finally gone too far, had finally flipped his fucking wig. Izzy's 
hand twitched towards the telephone. 


"Look, don't bother calling the cops. I'll be gone before they get here." 
"Not if | tie you to the chair." 


Axl made a facetious purring noise and Izzy's nose wrinkled. Yeah, okay, Axl was pretty and all but.. wow. Even 
he would admit that time hadn't been kind to the guy. Although now that he was thinking about it, the Axl 
sitting at the foot of his bed was the Axl he remembered from the early days. Weird. 


"Yeah, yeah, kinky." Axl sounded bored. "I see you have noticed that l'm not sporting a weave. | offer that as 
evidence in my favor, along with the fact that | can do this." 


The figure at the foot of Izzy's bed vanished, then reappeared. It was like flicking a light switch, but this new 
thing was horrible beyond description It was Axl, yes, but a disgustingly twisted Axl, something straight out of 
Lovecraft. All of his dimensions were subtly wrong, edging on inhuman, not enough for Izzy to be able to point 


to any one thing and say definitely that it was different, but more than enough to make him nauseous. 


"Okay!" he yelped, turning away and holding up a hand. He missed the light switch effect this time, but when he 
turned back the figure looked like Axl again. "Jesus, you win" 


‘I'm sorry," the ghost apologized. It actually did look contrite for a moment. "Freaking people out is the best 
way to convince them, though. | tried that happy Touched By An Angel crap for a while, but no one ever 
bought it." 


"You're an angel?" Izzy's eyes were wide as dinner plates. 
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"No! | told you, I'm a ghost!" He sounded very much like Axl now. Izzy was surprised that he didn't take off a 


shoe and throw it. He wondered if that would even matter, or if the shoe would go right through him. 


"But.. Axl isn't dead" Even as he said it, his stomach turned and his heart raced. Christ, what if Axl was dead? 
What if this was one of those Unsolved Mysteries things where he saw the ghost of his friend at the exact 
time of said friend's death? His fingers twitched towards the phone again. 


"I know that, numbskulll" The ghost seemed to be nearing the end of his rope, and Izzy bit his lips, inexplicably 
guilty. "Jeez, I'm not that kind of ghost. If | was | probably would have stomped in here and told you my death 
was all your fault. Am | right?" 

Izzy had to admit that he was, so he shrugged uncomfortably. 

"We've been trying to get at Rose for ages," he continued, folding his pale hands. Izzy's brow furrowed in 
confusion but he didn't ask any more questions. "The guy needs a wake-up call, but he ignores everyone. 
Everyone! We even sent a guy dressed up like him, and can you believe he told himself to fuck off?" 

There was a long moment of silence, then Izzy spoke. 'I.. have no idea what you're talking about." 

"Yeah, | know, I'm just venting." The ghost flipped a hand casually. It was a very un-Axl gesture, and the 
contrast made Izzy acutely uncomfortable. "Look, I'm assuming you know the whole Christmas Carol thing, 


right? With Scrooge and Marley and all that?" 


"Ye-es.." Izzy scratched the back of his neck and squinted his eyes. "But. is that what you are? Are you the 
Ghost Of Christmas Bastard or something?" 


"Yeah, something like that" The ghost muttered something under his breath. Izzy thought it sounded like 
‘smartass little douchebag but he wasn't sure so he didn't say anything. "I'm not here to correct your life or 
anything. Far from it. | need your help correcting his life." He looked at Izzy expectantly, and Izzy just stared. 
"Do you mind if | smoke?" he said faintly. 

"Go ahead, I'm a ghost, what do | care?" 

Izzy lit his cigarette slowly and took a nice long drag. Help Axl correct his life, eh? It would be nice to say that 
he'd already tried that, but the truth was Axl had pushed his buttons and he'd done a runner. No fault of his 
own, of course; anyone could be expected to do the same. Still, maybe he should have stuck around.. 


Yeah, sure, and endured year after year of gratuitous abuse? 


"Go fuck yourself,” he said, making sure to enunciate every word clearly. The ghost was less shocked than he 
would have liked. 


"We figured you'd say that." The damn thing almost looked smug! "You up for a little time travel?" Izzy shook 


his head and the ghost shrugged. "Too bad, my friend. Too bad" 


Izzy squeezed his eyes shut, anticipating the worst. He had no fucking idea what time travel was supposed to 
feel like, but judging by the way this visit had progressed thus far, it would probably either disfigure him, 
drive him insane, or make him vomit. Whichever, he wasn't looking forward to it. Something cold and heavy 


struck his legs and he gasped. 
Nothing else happened for a couple of minutes, so he opened his eyes. 


The ghost looked deeply amused, and there was a newspaper lying across Izzy's knees. The clean, crisp smell of 
fresh newsprint wafted up from his lap. He shot the ghost his best death glare. 


"| bet you think you're funny...” 


"Baby, I'm fucking hilarious." The ghost leaned back and cracked his knuckles, then gestured to the newspaper. 
"Go ahead and read it. You kinda have to dig for the article, so | flagged the page with a pink Post-It" 


Izzy chose to ignore that, but he couldn't quite hold back an amused snort when he found the Post-It. It was 
not only pink, it was hot pink. Axl would have pitched a fit. He skimmed the page, lips quirked in amusement until 
they fell on a particular article. Then, all the blood drained from his face and he sat on the bed, white-lipped, 
paper trembling in his hands. 


ROCK LEGEND AXL ROSE FOUND DEAD 
Suicide, Declares Coroner's Report 
"Oh my god." He flipped to the front page and stared at the date, then flipped back and gawped at the headline. 
“But... that's in two weeks! He's gonna hang himself in two weeks" 
"Well, no," the ghost corrected patiently. "Not if you do something about it” 
"What the fuck am | supposed to do?" Izzy moaned, shredding at the paper with his fingertips. "Oh my god. 
Dead! Oh god. He'll be so pissed that he didn't make the front page." The ghost snorted a little bit and Izzy fixed 


him with a glare. "It's not funny!" 


"No." The ghost comported himself and folded his hands neatly in his lap. The corners of his mouth still 
twitched and trembled. "No, it isn’t. It's a very serious business. Get some clothes on, it's time to go." 


"Wait, what? Go?" Izzy stared at the ghost, flummoxed. "Where are we going?" 


"My god, you people are dense." The ghost leaned close and cupped his hands around his mouth. "WE ARE 
GOING TO SEE AXL ROSE, YOU IDIOT!" 


"| don't want to see Axl!" Izzy protested, shoving the newspaper off of his lap. It vanished before it hit the 
floor. "He's a fucking jerk. He won't listen to me!" 


"Oh, listen to you. You sound like a five year old" The ghost rolled his eyes and stood up, holding out a hand. 
"Come on, you big baby. He's not gonna bite you. What's the worst that could happen?" 


"You have no idea," Izzy said darkly. 


"Is your self-esteem really so fragile that a pathetic has-been like Rose can tear you down?" The ghost 


seemed honestly skeptical. Izzy envied his ignorance. 
"| repeat..." 


"Yeah, yeah," the ghost interrupted, waving his fingers impatiently. "Can the gloom and doom, emo kid. We've 
got business to attend to." 


I'm not going." Izzy folded his arms, childishly perhaps, but then again there was a ghost in his room and he 
hadn't had any coffee since waking up. He was entitled to be a jerk. 


"Yes. You are." 


"Or what?" Izzy retorted. "You'll sing Henry The Eight all night?" The ghost gave him a positively withering 


glare. 


"No, I'll do worse. I'll sing The Immigrant Song." Izzy smirked and was about to point out that The Immigrant 
Song was, in fact, pretty good and he wouldn't actually mind hearing that all night, but the ghost held up a 
finger. "And" he continued, "I'll sing it off-key." 


"You win." Izzy stood up, shudders crawling up and down his spine. He started for the closet, but the ghost 
grabbed his hand. His fingers were clammy and disgusting and Izzy fought the urge to squeal in disgust like a 
little girl. 


"No time, jack. You'll just have to go in your skivvies." 


Izzy managed to seize the comforter from his bed a split second before the ghost winked out, and then he 
winked out, too. It was an uncomfortable sensation, dark and abrupt and cold, and he just had time to feel 
sorry for light bulbs when he winked back on. The ghost wasn't there any longer, and he was in a strange 


house. Axl's, presumably. He wound the comforter around him and slowly started up the stairs. 


It took him a while to find Axl's room. The house was surprisingly large and he walked into a bathroom, a guest 
room, and two linen closets before he finally stumbled into the master bedroom. There was a dark lump curled 
in the middle of a massive bed, swathed in so many blankets that Izzy had to wonder if Axl was trying to 

suffocate himself. The thought was a bit morbid considering what he'd just read, so he bit his lips and shook it 


off. 


He tiptoed across the room, stopping at the foot of the bed. It was too bad he didn't have any chains to shake. 
It would have been worth it to see Axl's expression. Instead, he reached down and shook the mattress gently. 


Axl twitched a little, but didn't sit up. Izzy hesitated, then grabbed Axl's foot. 
"Hey! Axl" 


The blankets erupted with a squawk and Izzy allowed himself a moment of glee at the baffled, frightened look 
on Axl's face. The look quickly resolved itself into one of impatient annoyance, though, and Izzy mastered his 


amusement. 


"You guys again? Look, for the eight hundredth time, you aren't fooling anyone, least of all me. | know you 
aren't Izzy! He doesn't give a crap and even if he did, do you think he'd show up in a fucking faggoty 
comforter? What, you think he's gonna barge in here and tell me to repent and quit being such a jerk and 


show a little Christmas spirit and by the way they're having a sale on bedding at Sears, ooooohhhhh" 
Izzy frowned. He liked his comforter. It was warm. 


"Couldn't you have picked someone better to guilt me into being nice? | mean, honestly. Izzy? Izzy never gave a 
shit. You standing there lecturing me with his voice is frankly pretty ridiculous, since | know for a fact that 


he's just as fond of Christmas as | am. | swear, you jerks are going to drive me to suicide." 


At that, lzzy stopped being annoyed and started being scared again. "Axl.. I'm not one of those Christmas 


ghosts. I'm really Izzy. They visited me too and asked me to come here." 


"Sure," Axl snorted, folding his pale arms. Izzy's eyes drifted along the graceful line of his collarbone and a 
wistful little smile appeared on his face. "Um. Oh." Axl cleared his throat and rustled around in his covers. To 


Izzy's surprise, a sheepish grin twitched across his face. "Oh, | get it. This is one of those dreams." 
"One of.. | don't--" 


"You had me fooled there for a second," Axl laughed. He squirmed some more and then tossed his underwear 
across the room. Izzy goggled. "I thought you were here to give me the spiel. Usually these dreams start out 
in the middle, you know, or else | only remember them from there. Heh, who knows, maybe they all start this 


way... 


"| don't think you're following," Izzy said, but he said it very faintly. His eyes were fixed on Axl's belly, still 
perfectly flat, still melting into gorgeous, sweeping hipbones. Beneath the folds of his comfor-toga, his prick 


ached and swelled. "I'm not.. | mean.. no dreams here.. wow...” 


That last after Axl had lifted the covers away to expose his entire body, naked and gleaming like ivory in the 
soft moonlight. Axl laughed softly at his reaction and patted the bed next to him, and even though it was 


clearly taking advantage, Izzy clambered into the bed without a second thought. Axl purred, curling against him, 
"I love it when you look at me like that. That's always the best part" 


Izzy brushed his fingertips across Axl's lips, then tilted his face up and kissed him. His lips were full, sweet, 
just like Izzy had always expected them to be, but harboring a bruising intensity that took him by surprise. He 
returned the emotion eagerly, tipping Axl onto his back, squirming closer against him. Their limbs tangled and 


rubbed together, friction and heat building between them until Izzy trembled, sure that if he couldn't have Axl 


immediately he would burn to a crisp. 


"God, baby," he breathed against Axl's ear, confident that he could say pretty much whatever he wanted to 


and Axl would accept it as part of the ‘dream’. "You don't know how long I've been wanting this...” 


“Sure | do," Axl purred. He ducked his head and fastened his mouth onto Izzy's neck, sucking and biting eagerly. 
Izzy gave a strangled cry and clutched him closer. His eyes started to roll back in his head when a flicker of 
movement in his peripheral vision distracted him. He glanced over and choked in surprise. 


"Garfunkel?" 


"What?" Axl pulled back, his expression cycling rapidly through confused, concerned, and annoyed, and finally 
settling on irate. "What did you say?" 


In the corner of the room, Art Garfunkel tapped his wrist, the universal symbol for Hurry The Fuck Up You 
Horny Idiot. Izzy whimpered and looked at Axl, then back at Garfunkel, then back at Axl. He cupped Axl's face 
tenderly, kissed him gently, and pushed him away. 


"Listen, babe, I've gotta go. | wish | didn't, but | do. My... ride is here." He made a face at Garfunkel, who 
cheerfully waved back. "Don't. | mean." Izzy fumbled, searching for a way to say what he needed to say 
without sounding like an even bigger idiot. Axl sucked his teeth in annoyance and started to turn around 


Garfunkel motioned frantically, and Izzy blurted out the first thing that came to mind. 
"Oh my fucking god, an anteater! l-in your shoe!" 


"All right, thats it!" Axl shoved Izzy out of the way and bent over the edge of the bed his perfect, pale ass 
waved in Izzy's face, and Izzy nearly cried. Even Garfunkel made a sympathetic face. "This is officially the 
stupidest, worst dream | have ever had! No more fucking mangoes right before bed! Now get the hell out of 
here! Let me dream about flying or falling or giant squid or something! OUM" 


As he screamed, Axl pulled his underwear back on, shoved his hair out of his face, and then kicked Izzy so 
viciously that he fell out of the bed. He popped up again immediately, fully aware that he must look like some 


kind of whac-a-mole. It was too late to care. Garfunkel was motioning impatiently for him to hurry up. 


"Axl." 


"SHUT! UP! 
"Call me sometime?" 


"| will never call you ever, you horrible excuse for a sex dream!" Axl's face was blood red and he was 
trembling with the urge to belt Izzy upside the head. Even still, he was the most beautiful thing Izzy had ever 


seen. 
"| love you... 


Just before he blinked off, he saw Axl's face go rigid with shock and then crumple into agony. Then there was 
the dark, cold, blankness, and then he was back in his own bed and Joni Mitchell was petting his forehead. He 
started to say something, but she smiled sweetly and kissed his nose and he fell fast asleep. 


XE% 
Izzy awoke to the ringing of the phone. 


He groaned and rolled over. Seven o'clock in the morning? Good god. Slowly, he reached out and fumbled the 
receiver off its hook, pressed it to his ear. Instead of a greeting, he grunted. Anyone who called this early 


either knew to expect that or was a telemarketer. 
After a long period of silence, a tentative voice spoke. "Ahh... hey. Hey, Izzy." 


"Axl?" He came awake in a second, and all the bizarre dreams of the previous night flooded back to him. The 
ghost, Axl's house, Axl's tantrum. Most of all, Axl's hips, rolling and thrusting against his.. "Oh my god. You.. 
are you all right?" 


‘Im... yeah. I've been kinda low lately, but." Laughter, sounding tinny and forced across the phone line. "I found 
your number buried in some stuff and figured I'd give you a call. | mean, its almost Christmas and.. we 


haven't talked for a while." 


Izzy stood and shuffled into the bathroom, mesmerized by the sound of Axls voice. The tile floor was cold 
against his bare feet, and he hissed between his teeth. "We haven't," he agreed cautiously, pushing his hair into 
a less ratty rats-nest on top of his head. "Its good to hear from you." All he could think about was the way 
Axl had whined into his ear, how he had gasped, how he had cried out. God, why couldn't he have dreams like 
that more often? 


"|. | had the craziest dream last night!" Axl choked on his words, forced a laugh. Izzy laughed too, nervous and 
confused. He glanced in the mirror and all the laughter drained out of him all at once. "You were in it. You 


came to my house, and.. well, you'll never believe what you said." 


Izzy stared at his reflection, fingers probing the massive hickey on the side of his neck. "Oh, I'll believe it," he 
whispered. "I'll definitely believe it." 


